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VOCAL COMPANION: 
A. CHOIcE COLLECTION of 


The mot CELEBLATD S O N G S, 


Tararx s, PusLIc Gaus, Sc. 


Many or which have never yo been publihed, 
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— happy Minutes ae vill paſt, 
WT . a Joviat "Oe: and a e Glaſs, > 
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1 185 THE 


TOWN EU AND COUNTRY: 


„** 

. MARY SCOTT, 
APP 's the love that meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 1 

But cd are wanting to diſcover, 

'The torments of a hopeleſs loyer : 

Ye regiſters of heaven relate, 

If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 

Did you there ſee me mark'd as marrow, 9 

To Mary Scott, the flower of Yarrow, = 


Ah no! her ferm's too heav'nly fair, 
Her love the Gods above muſt ſhare ; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her : 
O lovely maid, my doubts e 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile; 
Alaſs! if not you'll ſoon debar—a e 
Sighing Swain the banks of Varro. 


Be huſh my fears, I'll not deſpair, 1 5 
My A e e 1 * 3 
Then I'll go tell her all my i . 
She is too good to let me languith ; 
With ſucceſs crown'd I'll not envy, 
The folks who dwell above the ſky ; 5 
When Mary Scott's become my marrow, . 
We'll make a . on Yarrow, CE 
ee eee 
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s © N G. 
bros £x'D PATTY. ; 


, Rs "00 * Bhs ee” 
85855 ditties 8 my Patty * 


Old Chevy Chace, God fave the King, mm 


Fair Roſemy, and Sawney Scot, 
Lillibullero, and what not: | 


+ 


As with her pail ſhe trudg*d along, 


While till the burthen 5 ſong, 


wy, hammer beat to blue ey'd Patty. | 


But nipping froſts and chilling xi rain, 
Too ſoon, alaſs!. choak'd every ſttain, 


; Too ſoon, alaſs! the miry „ 
Her wet · ſnod feet did ſore diſmay, | 


And hoarſe was heard my blue ey'd. W : 


While I for very mad did cry, 
Ah! could I but again ſaid I, | 
Hear the ſweet voice of blue d Patty. | 


Love We me how: 1 ein i das, 


My anvil glow'd my hammer run 1 


Till I had form'd from out the | 
To bear her feet above the «bong ED | 
- An 9 for my blue ey'd Patty: 
Again was heard each tuneful cloſe, 


My fair one on the patten roſe, 118 99 55 
Which takes? its name en 15 * Patty. | 


All theſe would fing my blue ey'd Parry, wk 
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IO CURLY MOLLY. 


s FREY Banna's banks I ay d, © one ev ning 


in may Ys 


* þ 


| Sung by Mrs. Crouchs e , 


Tis iu unde in blythed notes: made vocal ey' IJ: 


They ſung! chair little tales of love, they ang them 


o'er and o'er, 


| Ab gramachees chain ma molly ARUree f 


N. 
The date pied and al the ſweets the dawn of na- 
ture yields. 


The primroſe pale, the vi'let blue, lay ſcatter'd ver 


the held : 


' Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her who I adores 
oh gremachree, Se. 


1 laid me down upon a had bewailinf 7 my ſad 3 | 


That doaty'd. me thus the ſlave of love, and cruel 
Melly's hate; 


How can ſhe break tas honed hears that wears her 
| in its cor e: K 
75 4b gramachree, Se. 


* . 


Vou aid you lov'd me ** dear, a . did I | 


believe, 


vet who could think ſuch tender words were meant 
but to deceive; 


1 love was all I aſk.on earth, nay heav 1 could 


give no more: 
POW + Ab 3 e. 


# 6 W 
8 Oh had I 25 the flocks that graze on yonder yellow 
i 


Or low'd for-me the num*rous herds that yon green 
paſture fill; 


With her 3 Fd gladly ſhare my kine and fleecy 
" 


, $ * 4 5 k 
K*&4% Ov * 100. 4 
* 


BREW SO Fs COTE 4b gramachree Ec. 


v0 rave cor above my bead fat e on 2 
oug | 
I envied 3 happineſs to ſee chem bill and 


Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd dds now alaſs 
tis ober: 


60 10 enn 17 he 4b gramachree, oe 
"Then fre che well my Molly dear, thy loſs 1 ey 
8 hall mourn), 


Whilſt life remains in Strephon's heart, will beat 
ſor thee alone; 


Tho? thou art falſe may heay' n on thee i its choiceſt 


8 2A INT, ä bs ; 
9 1 | 4b eue, oe. 
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"DANS: on e os 


1 Rudy Lindy ſent to me, 


15 An anſwer to dans vote lit 15 
f The tender fair one you will fee, 
W that he thinks on _ 


* 
28 ie 
. 8 © 2 0 


Dan Sen Lit, i „ 


— 


3 [ 7 1 : 
When Pheebus cloſes in the day, e 


And Luna beams a fainter ray, 4a 
n E're gentle ſleep deſcends on me, N | 
Fond Fr then 1 think on the. [ 
y | | Dans Mon Lit, Ce. | | 2 
Y And when at laſt I ank to reſt, Load Eos 4 
| Then 32 hovers o'er my bhreaſ : | 
J Thy happy forms in dreams | ſee, 0 6, BED 4 
And thin alone, alone On thee. | | 1 
1 p Dan, Mon Lit, Ge | 
| Then chew the 105 Andes aloke, | 1 
85 My fancy's charm'd with ſoft delight ; - $ 
. For little cupids wait on me, „5 
| To make me My APE on thee. — 
1 . 0 . Men Lit, &e. c. [ | 
f Then las with the orient morn, + 
| Alas! I find myſelf forlorn | 
7 And till you join your hand with me, 
1 ſure can think ot none but thee. : 
? 33 ; Dans Mon Lit, 6. 1 


61 / ine FAIR.ROSALIE. 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch, 


N tak lone bank where Lubin died, 
. Fair Roſalie a wretched maid; 
\ Sar weeping o'er the cruel tide, | | 
Faithful to her Lubin's ſhade : | 


1 25 . 


„ 
| Oh! may ſome kindfome gentle wave, 
Waft him to this mournful ſhore; _ 8 
Theſe tender hands ſhould make his grave, „ 
And deck his corps with flowers 0 _— 


Pa ever watch his mould'ring clay; W 
And pray for his eternal reſt ; | —_ 
| When time his form has worn away, 
- THis duſt I'd place within my breaſt 
! While thus ſhe mourt'd her Lubin loſt, 
i And echo to her grief replied; 
's Lo at her feet his corpſe was toſt, 


| She l ſhe claſp 's him, 1 u I 


Kg 5 5 

: FAL DB RAL TIT. F 

Sung by Mr, Edwin, in Horlequin Teague TY 
WAS 1 learn'd a pretty ſong. i in France, 


| And I brought it o'er the ſea 25 chance; 
And when in Wapping I did dance, 
O the like was never ſeen: 
For I made the muſic loud for to play, 
All for to paſs the dull hours away; 
And when I had nothing left to ſay 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, be. 


As Iwas walking down Thema. dance: 

A ſhip-mate of mine I chanc'd for to met, 0 

And I was reſolved him to treet ; 
With a cann of grog, gillia! 


net en —— 


5 


(+1 


A cann of grog they brought us ate 

All for to pleaſure my ſnip-mate, 

And ſatisfaction gave him ſrraight | >. 
E ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


oy * * 
3 


The macaronies next came in, „ 
All dreſs'd fo neat, and look' d ſo win, Goes od 
And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb— 12 
Some were ſhort and ſome were tall; | 
But tis very well known that I lick'd them all, | 
For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 

T hen I ** fal de ral Ui. . | | 


e landlord then mond did fay, ö 
s how he wiſh*'d I would go away, ES: 
And if I tempted for to " in "My 85 | 
As how he'd take the law : | 
Lord d—n me, ſays I, you may do your worſt, „ 
For Ive not ſcarcely quench'd my thirſt; 
All this I ſaid, and nothing worſe; 
Then 1 ſung fal de ral tit, &C. 


oy 
X « 


Ir s when Pye crofs*d tis raging main, 

And be come back to Old England again, 
Of grog I'll drink galore; ; 
With a-pretty girl to fit by my fide, l 
And for her coltly xobes III provide, 
So that ſhe ſhall be quite ſatisfied 1 


A · te, . : 
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He) LL STAY. A GREAT WHILE. , "6 


Sung by Mrs. . righten, at V. auxball.. 
„LIT HE. Colin, a pretty young "PRA 


| To court me came many a mile; 5 
I bid him return back again, 


Tho I wiſh'd him to ſtay a great * 


With all by which love is expreſs'd, 
le ſtudies my heart to beguile; : 
I wiſh him ſucceſs I proteſt, 


Tho“ I tell him he'll wait a great while. 


* 


He brought me this 9 ſo ſweat, 


And thought it more pleaſure than toil; 7 
I took it, reſerv'd and diſcreet, 


But Pl not ** him wait a great while, 


He beg'd me 10 grant him 2. kiſs, N 
So earneſt, he made me quite ſmile— 
Have done !—I cried, fie ! tis amiſs; 


The' I with'd i it to laſt a th while. 0 


| He tells me 1 ought to be kin 


That time all my beauties ny ſpoil ; 3 
J eroſs him, tho? quite of his mind, 


For 1 love he mould talk a great "while. : 


1 "NOV by what he has ſaid, 4h 
My e he'll be by Koo Rite ; . 
And when he once aſks me to ved. ö 


Oh! Pu not let him wait a WO ns 5 


| 
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EE CHARMING FELLOW. 
Sung by Mr. Wells, , in the pan © Surprirt. 


ORD, what care I for mam or dad, 

Why let 'em ſcold and bellow ; 
For while I live PI love my lad, | 
He's ſuch a ne fellow. 


The laſt Rib day on yon der green, 


The youth he danc'd ſo well O | | | | 


So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my tweet caarming fellow. 


The fair was over—night was come— 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow: 

Says he, my dear, III ſee you home; 
I thank'd the charming fellow. 


We trudg'd along—the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, my ſweeteſt Nello, 

PU 1 you here by this good light : : 
Lord, what a charming fellow: 


"v6 rogue, ſays. I, you've top'd- my breath, 
Ve bells, ring out my knello: 
Again I'd die fo feet a death, 

With ſuch a charming fellow. 
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THE. MAID QF-THE MILL. 


Sung „ Mr, Kennedy aud Mrs. Meri, i in OY 


WILLIAM. . \ 


7 E kifd and I've prattled with key fiir 
maids, | 

And chang'd them as oft d'ye ſee; 1 

But of all the fair maidens that dance on the green, 
The maid of __ mill for me. | 


nos, 


There 8 fifty young men have told me be tales, 


And calPd me the faireſt ſhe 35 
Bur of all the gay youths that ſport on the 6 green, | 
Young Harry” 8 'the lad for me. 


A 


WILLIAM. 


Her eyes are as black as the floe in the 8 « 
Her face like the bloſſoms in May, | 
Her teeth are as white as the new-ſhorn flock, 


Her breath like the 179 * 


rnonBE. 5 


* 


He Bun 4 he's Krait us the 1 tree, 


His cheeks are as freſh as a raſe; 


| He looks like a *ſquire of high degree 


When ares 3 in * Sunday? s cloaths. 


8 S8 , N 8. 
SWEET POLI.OF PLYMOUTH. 


Sung hi Mrs. Kennedy, in the Pofitivve Mane. 


WEZ T Poll of Plymouth was my dear; 5 
When forc'd from her to go, 

Adown her cheeks run many a tea 
My heart was fraught with woe. 


Our anchor weigh'd, for ſea we flood, 
The land we left behind ; 
Her tears then {well'd'the briny flood, 4 
My fighs increas'd the 8 


- 


We plow'd the deep, and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide; 
For five long years I had not _ 

My ſweet, my bonny bride. _ 


That time ſail'd the world 7 
All for my true love's ſake; 

But preſs'd as we were home ward bound, \ 
1 thought my heart would mien 


The preſs- gang bold I alk'd 3 in vain | 

Jo let me once on ſhore 1 

I long'd to ſee my Poll again, th 
But ſaw * Poll no more. | 


400 ERR thas torn my 8 away ? #57 
And is he gone? ſhe cried : | 0 
My Polly, ſweeteſt flow'r of May 
828 W ä and died, 
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S ON G. 
THE $AILOR'S SONG. 


iS ung by Mr. _ Arrowſmith, at 7. aua hall. 


HE top- ſails thiver | in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea ; 
But yet my foul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee :- 
For tho' thy ſailor's bound afar, 
| Still love ſhall be his guiding ſtar. 


Should landſmen flatter when we're alba, 
O doubt their artful tales; » 
No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
It iove breath'd conſtant gales: 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 


"CH ee, my heart from pole to pole. 


„ 
Sirens in every port we meet, 

More fell than rocks and waves; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers and not ſlaves: 

No foes our covrage ſhall ſubdue, : _ 
Altho' we leave our meats 188 you. 

| | 


Theſe are our cares—bur if you're, ckine: 
. We'll ſcorn the daſhing main; 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind, t 
The pow'r of France and Spain: 
| Now England's glory reſts with you, 
Our _ are full wet . * | 


W229 


s O'N G. 


* — 
: 


THE SAILORS ADIEU. 


One kiſs, my love, and then adieu; 
The laſt boat deſtin'd for the ſhore 
Waits, deareſt girl, alone for you: 
Soon, ſoon before the light winds borne, 
Shall I be ſever'd from your ſight, 
You left the lonely hours to mourn, 


And weep thro" many a * night. 


When far along the ceftlef deep, 
In trim array the ſhip ſhall ſteer, 
; Your form, remembrance {till ſhall keep; 
Vour worth, affection ſtill revere: 
And, with the diftance from your eyes, 
My love for you ſhall be increas'd, 
As.to the pole the needle hes, | 
| And, fartheſt off, ſtill varies leaſt. 


While round the had the el crew 
Shall ſing of triumphs on the main, 
My thoughts ſhall fondly turn to you— 
Of you alone ſhall be my ftrain : 
And when we've bow'd the leaguing foe,. - 

' Revengful for our country's wrong, 
| Returning home, my heart ſhall ſhew | 

08 fiction ons my artleſs We 
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— vena *. .. „ — ION * © - * * ® A 


ISTRES 8 me with thoſe tears no more, | 
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8 } O N G. 
an KISSES, ; 


BAR Chloe, come give 1 me ink kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 

But why, in the midſt of niy bliſſes, 

Do you aſk. me how many I'd haye? 
I'm not to be ſtinted 1 o : 

Then prithee, dear Chloe, be Kad? | Z 
For fiace I love thee beyond meaſure. * - 

To Janes PII not be 1 


Count the bee's chat on n Hybla are playing, 
| Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields; 

Count the flocks that on Tempe are tray ing. 
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields: 

Douant how many ſtars are ia heaven, 

So number the ſands on the ſhore 3. 

And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, . ; 
P 1. till ſhall 15 alking for more. | 


"DF _ : * 
— 


Toa kings full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thinez 


In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine: 
What joy can be greater than this is ? 
n My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent; 
155 But the wretch who can number his kiſſes 
"Ow POE __ yy a content. 


1 J 
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+ QYPID TRIUMPHANT, 


O W's the time for mirth and glee, 
Sing, and love, and laugh with mes. 
Cupid is my theme of ſtor rr. 
Tis his godſhip's fame and glory: ß; 

How all yield unto his la!) 
Ha ! ha! ha! ha! ha! hal hat 


O'er the grave and o'er the gay, 
Cupid takes his ſhare of play; 
He makes heroes quit their glory; 
He's the god moſt fam'd in ſtory 3 

- Bending them unto his law. 
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Sly the urchin deals bis der/ 
Without pity—piercing heart??? ; 
Cupid triumphs over paſſions, . _ ii [ch RO. 
Not regarding modes or faſhions: 1 7 5 
Firmly fix d is Cupid's laß. ⁵86 
a _ Ha! ha! ha ! Se. n 
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Some may think theſe lines not true, <7; 
But they re facts — twixt me and you © 
Then, ye maids, and men, be wary, 8 Y 
How you meet before you marry: © _ 

| Cupid's will is ſolely lx. 
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hon. FREBDOM AND 110 NATIVE LAND. 


1 hy Mes. Fence 1 

sT peace an; a pleaſure” 8 e bai, 
For ever in this circle reigns” . 

Awhile the muſe with ardour —_” 

To pay the debt that Britain owes; 

O wave awhile your ſoft delights,” 9 80 

To praiſe each valiant ſon that fights, 

And braves abroad each hoftile 278 90 

* or freedom — _ e en 


The ſoldier ſeeks i Sins n 55 oy 


The ſailor ploughs the boiſterous main, 
Their toil domeſtic eaſe ſecures, 

The labour theirs, the pleafure yours: 
Then change awhile your ſoft delights, © 
To praiſe each valiant fon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For en and his native Wee 5 


ig 
pa . 
3 4 : ? 


'Ye 3 who 1 ſweets, 

Enjoy within your gay retreats, | 
Think, think on thoſe who guard the ſhore, B 
Whence unmoleſted ſprings your ſtoree: 

And change awhile your ſoft delights, © © 

'Fo praiſe each valiant. ſon that hghts, ; 

And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 


For freedom and his native land, 


Ye ſwains who haunt the ſhady grove, Nee ps 
And tranquil 'breathe your vows of love, 
Who hear not war's tremendous voice, ©* 
But in the arms of peace rejoice: 5 
Change, change awhile your ſoft delights, 
= To praiſe each valiant ſon that fighhts 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For freedom and his native land, 


And ye who in this frolic train; e 5 

Inſpir'd with muſic's ſprightly ſtrain, d 

And wild with pleafure's airy round, . | 

Bid flowing bowls with love be crown'ds + 

Amid your ſocial dear.delights 

| Remember him who boldly fights,  - / 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
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For freedom and his native lanc. | 
| AY 15 1 
% BLACK BY'D 8USAN, | 


A LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, +. 
The ſtreamer's waving. in the wind, 5 
When black ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find? | 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among your crew? 
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And quick as light ning 


3 


William, who high u the ard, 
Rock'd by the bilbws too — 1 BY 4 

Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He figh'd, and caſt his eyes below; 

The ropes ſlide ſwiftly Eee his glowin; 


on the deck he K 


80 the ſweet lark, high. pets d in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 


If chance his mates ſhrill voice he hear, 


And drops s at once into his neſt: 


The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, MEI 
Might envy William's Ups thoſe Kiſſes Gate 


O Soſan! Suſan! lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again: 


Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be, 
The faithful compals that Kill points to thee. 


3.4 


Believe not what the landſmen ſay, 


Who tempts with doubts thy eonſtant mind; 


| They'll tell thee, ſailor's, when away, 


In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 


Ves, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
x: For thou art preſent whereſoe er 1 80. 


If t to fair India' 's 1 we ſail, 


Thine eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright; 
'Thy vom is Afric's ſpicy. gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo White: 


Thus ey ry beauteous object that I view. 55 
* in my ſoul _ charm of wel Sue. 


PANE . „ 
FTho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread 5 _ 
No longer ſhe muſt ftay on board, - 139 5 

They kiſs'd, the ſigh'd, he hung his head: 

Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land, 

Adieu! ſhe cried, and wav'd her lily hand. 
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CHARMS. OF LIBERTY. 


NINCE ev'ry charm on earth combine, - 
In Chloe's face, in Chloe's mind, 
Why was I born, ye Gods, to ſee 


| | | What robs me of my . | Ja. © 


Until that fatal hapleſs day, 

My heart was lively, blithe, and gay, 

Cou'd ſport with ev'ry nymph but fhe 
Who robs me of my liberty. 
Think then, dear Chloe, e'er too late, 

| That death muſt be my hapleſs fate, 
If love and you do not agree, 

To {et me at my liberty. 


TR 


Wo 4. 
Now to the darkſome woods Ir Ve, 
Reflecting on the pains of love, 
And envy ev'ry clown Iſee 
Enjoy the 2 712 of . 


Well follow + row 8 hes train, 
And ev'ry idle care diſdain; 
We'll live in ſweet tranquility, _ 

Nor * greater * 


CHA Rags SALLY. 


O N that trip the verdant ns 
With Sally can compare; 7 

She wins the hearts of all the Iwains, 

And rivals all the fair: 0 end cad 
The beams of Sol delight and cheer, wy 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll, 
But Sally's ſmiles can. all the Fond 

Gave * to che 4 | 
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When from” the Eaſt the morning rays 
Illumes the world below, 

Her preſence bids the god of day, 

* With an I 75 | 
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Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweet notes prepare, 

The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail hear N 


The lark but ſtrains his liquid throat, | 
To bid the maid rejoice, # 

And mimicks, while he {wells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: 

The fanning zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 

And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to ſay, | 
1 bud for Sally's bloom. | - 


The am'rous youths her ade proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale; 

Her beauty and unſpotted fame, 
Make vocal ev'ry vale: | 

The ſtream meand'ring through the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 

And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to md, 1 


Nao's more ſhall blithſome laſs and ſain, 
To mirthful wake reſort, i 

| Nor ev'ry may-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport reſort, 
Advance in rural ſport: : i 

No more ſhall guſh the purling n 
Nor muſic wake the grove, | . 

Nor flocks look ſnow-like'on the hill. 

6 | When I news to love. . „ 
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"When the" be abſent. W 
Delight in all that pleas' d before, 


2 8 TO! N 68. hor 
D HEE POWER» 


HEN Dela on the N appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 


I wou'd approach, but dare not move, 


Tel me, my heart, * * wry. 


Whene'er he i my ravidh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can Hear, 
No other wit but her's approve; _ 


| Tell me, IP _ if this be Ive? 0 


z — 


If e FW i Sprit e 
Tho' I was once his fondeſt friend, 


That inſtant enemy I prove; 


Tell me, my heart, if this be love 0 


* 


The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhady grove; , | 2 
Tell me, my heart, 1 this be wy: 


— 


e arm'd with inſolent diffain,. ST 
She ſeem'd to triumph o'er my ar NEE x 
I ftrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove; | 


Tell me, 1 heart, if this be lovep.. 
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THE e f 


Nn 


EASE, 10 Boreas, lu ring railery | oy 1 
Liſt, ye landſmen, all to me; 
Meſſmates, hear a brother ſailor, 


Sing the dangers of the ſa 27 
From bounding billows firſt in motion, 

When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe 0 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, e ro 

Where the ray e with Kies. „ 2.0 


Hark, the boatſwain hoarſl bawling, © | 
By top-ſail ſheets and haul-yards ſtand ; 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling, 


Down your ſtay-ſails, hand, boys, hand: 3 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, * 1 
| The leestop-ſail- ſheets let go; ; 1 5 AT, 15 A 
Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry "TOR 4s Ns 5 

Up your cp 1 cle: © c 2974) 


Now, all you on As 8 2 9 94 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms; Bi 


Freſh enjoyment, wanton courtinngg 
Safe from all but love's. alamws 7 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder,  :,, + |, 
Think what fears our minds enthraal! 
Harder yet, yet ĩt blows harder, 1 edr 10 


Hark, again the boatſwain' $ call, 
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While oer the ſhip KikOWwives We venting, 


. do PS 
IS 


4 1 - 
The to 8 nt to the wind, . 
See if clear to — each courſe ; bop 
Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind boys, 
Tho' the weather ſhould be worſe : 
Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail-yard get, 
Reef the mizen, ſee all clear; 
Hands Mos each preventer -brace ſet, e. 
| e fore yard, eter, lads, cheer, 


<4 


Now the dreadful thunder's roaring, 
Peals on peals contending claſh; 
On our heads fierce rain falls e, 
In our eyes blue light nings flaſh: 
One wide water all Around us, 

All above us one black ſky-; 
Different deaths at once ſurround =... 
Hark! what means 25 Areadful ery ? 


The fore-malt's | one, cries every tongue out, 
O'er the lee twelve feet *bove deck; 
A leak beneath, the cheſtree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands td clear the wreck : | 
Quick the land-yards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts be ſtout and bold; 
Plumb the well, the teak increaſes, , 
Four feet Wages: 8 in the N 10 85 


We for wives or children mourn; 3 


Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 


Alas! to them there's no return ! ! 


Still the leak is gaininy on us, 


Both chain-pumps are choak d below 2 


Heav'n have mercy here upon Ws 


For only __ can ſave us how ! ! 


bs 


Cz, 
| On the lee-beam is the land bays, 
Lt the guns e 'erboard be thrown ; 
To the pump come ev'ry hand- boys, 
See, our mizen-maſt 1 is gone: : 
The leak we've found it can't pour faſt, - 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more: 
Up, and rig a jury fore-maſt, 
She A , ſhe ri ights, boys, wear off bare. 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 

Since kind fortune ſav'd our live 

Come—the can, boys—let's be Sinking, 
To our ſweethearts and our wives: 

* ill it up about ſhiꝑ wheel it. 

Claoſe to the lips a brimmer join ; | 

"Whare' s the . now ? who feels it ? 
None—our danger's drown'd in wine. 
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o by Mr. Edwin in the d Corrie 


'A M 2 amas, 
1 love a laſs, | 
| * a cedar tall and ſlender: 
4 Sweet Cowlſlips grace 
| Is her nomn'tive caſe, 


1 85 And the's of the feminine gender. 
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R orum corum, 
Sunt diverum 3 
Harum ſcarum, 
F Divol— , 
: T ag rag merry derry, perriwig wa * "PT 
| Hic, hoc, horum, geniſi vo“ 


Can I decline, 
A nymph divine? 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis ; 
Her oculus bright, | 
Her manu white, 
And * when J tadto, her alſo i is. 
e corums, Ge. 5 


= 


wt 


Oh, 1 gell, 
M puella 4 


PI kits, Jecula ſeculorum +” 
If Pve luck, fir, - 
She's my axor; N 
O dies beni dictorum ! 15 
Rerum corum, c. 


s ON S. 


THE Las or THE VILLAGE, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter, i in the Quaker, 


H IL Gy the lads of the village ſhall merrily, 
Sound the tabors, PI hand thee alon 83 


And 


6 n 5 

And 1 fay unto thee, that verily, ah! A 
Thou and I will be firſt 1n the throng. | ; 
\ ac Wil. cle lads, Se. 7 
1. Juſt then, when the ſwain as laſt year won the 4 
= dow'r, a 
With his mate ſhall the ſports have begun; 3 4 
When = > Bay. V voice of gladneſs reſounds from _ bl 
Wer, B 
And thou long in thy heart to make one. | 
While the lads, &ce | ? 
WH Thoſe joys which are keen what mortal can | 3 

* blame ?— | 

| *Tis my maxim that youth ſhould be free; _ k 
And to prove that my words and my deeds are the 
Believe me, owl preſently ſee. | j 

* hile the lads, & c. 
S: OMG 451 6 
| P PLEASURES OF MAT RIM ON x. : ; 


" AM married, and happy—with wonder hear 
: this, Y | 
Ye rovers and rakes of the age; 
Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, * 
And who ouly looſe pleaſures enge. 
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3 30 J 5 
. 1 may laugh—but, believe me, you're all in. * 
| wrongs 
When you merrily marriage deride; 
For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belongs 
And in them we can 72 confide. 


The joys which FIG lawleſs: connections Sts 
Are fugitive never ſincere ; - 

© | Otol with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurpriſe, 

a rnd * W * 990 fear. 


1 


My but thoſe which i in Jag 1 we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

„ Is from ev'ry embitt'ring reflection refin'd, 
Drown to life's Jateft hour wall endure. 


The love which ye boaſt of, an. not that name eg 
True love i is with ſentiment Join'd ; 

But your's is a paſhon, a feveriſh flame, : 
Rais'd without che conſent of te e-mind. T3 


5 When, A 1 ye miſtreiſes hire, 

= With this and with that ye are cloy'd ; = 
'& . Fer) Ye are led and miſled by flatt' ring falſe fire, 

_ ene " un are oft wy and fire . . 


If you aſl. me fem . my felicity flows, | 
\ My-anfwer is ſhort—from a wife, 
—_ - Who for cheerfulneſs, ſenſe , and 8 1 choſe, 
_” Which are — chat charm us for life. = 
7 a «46 . 4D 
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To make home the ſeat of N delight, | 
Ev'ry hour each; ſtudies to ſeize ; | | 

And we find ourſelves happy from morning to night, 
up our mutual 8 to Pte. | 


1 MADE LOVE 70 KATE, 


Sang i in the Fovial Crew. 


Y . „ 


MA DE love to Kate, long 1 figh'd for me, 
1 Till I heard of late, ſhe'd a mind to me; 
1 met her on the green in her beſtarray, _ * 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away: es 
Oh, then 5 kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to 
blame? 


- Had you been in RY vows you'd have done the . 2 


As I 7 HY grew, ſhe began to ths” 1 : [ 
Quoth ſhe, I'll marry you, if you will marry Kate; ; | 
But then Plaugh'd and ſwore, I lov'd her more than 
| 0, - 
For, tied each to a rope 's-end, * twas tugging to and 
„ 
Again we kiſs'd and preſsd, were we much to blame? 
Flad you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame. 


Then ſhe igh'd and ſaid, ſhe was wond*rous * 
Dicky Katy led, Katy ſhe led Dick: _ 

N Long we toy'd and play'd under yonder oak, vl 

_ Katy loſt the game, tho" ſhe play d in jake: EY 
For there we did, alas! what I dare not name, .Y 

Had you been in my Hoes you'd have done the ſame, 
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1 LASS OF . gk _ 
Su * 5 Mrs. Martyr. | 


OW all the - {4c in verdure gay, 
Are deck'd to hail the ſpring z 
Our fleecy care ſecurely play, 
The birds melodious ſing: Wi 
Ye blooming nymphs and <a lain, 
Aſſemble round this tree, 33 4 
And join with me, in ruſtic ſtrains, 
To 1 the wa 15 Dee. TOR 
| . 75 pra r 7 - 
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Wulle fragrant odqurs fill the air, oa tt 
We haſte to yonder grove, 5 
And there, with rura! ſports, prepare 
To hail the queen of love: | 
Then come, ye nymphs, and jocund ſwains, 
*Aﬀemble round this tree, 
And join with me, in ruſtic ſtrains, 
. * * laſs ap Dee, dns 


& > 1 "0 . . * ” xo $ 4 


Then, while ve tune the merry reed, 
We'll lead the dance with glee; 
Like graces on the queen of love, 
Our hearts from envy fre: 
In ruſtic ſtrains, we'll ever prove 
Aſſembled round this tree, 
That nymplis with joy, and ſwains from lore, 
All Fraisd the laſs of Dee. ET go 
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"THE PLAYTHINGS OF l 


FRY by Mrs. Wrigbten. | 


L. L men are mere children, all women 
ſame, | 
Who, increaſing in years, get a Aten name; 
But ſtill the purſuit of each great girl or boy, 
Is after ſome pretty, fantaſtic new toy; 
Which, when firſt obtain'd, for a moment they prize, 
Yet the next they deſtroy, or neglect, or deſpite ; 
While the world's one large nurs'ry of envy and 
ſtrife, | | 
Where the bantlings contend for the playthings of | 
lite, | 1 
| e Funn. . g 
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What more than mere toys, tho? of ſuch high babe 
Are the biſhop's lawn ſlee ves, or the judge's furr'd 
gown ;. 

What coronets, mitres, wigs, no, or wands 
What ribbands and medals, caps, taſſels, and bands! 
What all tinſel of ſtate, jewels, garters, and ſtrings, 
Which kin gs can beſtow, and which deck even kings! 
Yet theſe are the baubles that generate ſtrife, 


Among children who pant for the playthings of life, ö 
Hark, mortals ! your 20 for gew-gaws repreſs, q 
To few be attach'd, nor thoſe to excels 5 : 7 
For exceſs will to evil convert ev'ry good, 4 
Found Joy turn to Er) to poiſon. your food: 6 2 

: . 


.: 
- 


| While the choice, made with prudence, by prudence 


As divert my firm mind from its fond thought of you; 
Farewel to Old England, dear Mary adieu ! 


- Where ev'ry plank bears your ſweet name 'on the 


1 Nay, many love knots on the tops I have made, 


My mind is more happy, in fighing to thee ; 


U 


- Can the gale be auſpicious that bears me from you ? 


As well might my meſſmates determine to bale, 


PP 


£26 1. 


confin'd, 


Bids the body feel bliſs, without paining the mind; 
And thus wife to huſband, and huſband to wife, - 


Prove the beſt and moſt permanent playthings of life. 


S ON G. 


DEAR MARY, 


Sung by My. Incledone 


AREWEL to Old England, thy white cliff 
adieu 


Tho' oceans divide me as wide as the pole, 
No diſtance can change the true love of my foul ! 


All the waters that fill up old Neptune's great pail, | 


Fareawel, Se. 
Dear Mary, adieu! can that love go to wreck, | 


deck? 5 | 
While guileleſs my ſhipmates at chequers have 
Their ſports are no paſtime, but ſorrow to me, 


More happy, by far, when I'm thinking of you, 
For the hope of return takes the ſting from adieu! 


* 1 
* 


KS Y 3 


1 . | 
Yes, the hope of return's all the joy of a tar; x 
"Tis his compaſs, his helm; 3 70 his guide and his 
ö ſtar; 5 #4 
"Tis impreſs'd on his boſom 7% moment he fails ; 
It ſhortens long nights, and it quickens light gales: 
The dull midnight watch it ſends limping away, 
And dawns a new hope on his mind with the day; 1 
With rapture it makes his affections to burn, „ 
And changes, adieu! n return. 8 
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7 THE DESCRIPTION» , 
| Compufed by NMI Cab. 


TTEN P, ye nymphs, whilſt inan. 
The ſecret wiſhes of my heart; 

And tell that ſwain, if one there be, 

Whom fate defigns for love and me. 


Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 

Let honour all his actions guide; 

Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, 5 
The ſwain deſign d for love and we, 2 


1 Os 7 inform 1 ce: 47 ö a; T1. 1 
th pure nature ſweetly join | | 
Sure friend. to modeſt merit be, 

The ſwain defign'd for 13 and me. 


A 


- ! RL.) 
Where ſorrow prompts the penſive ſigh, 


Where grief bedews the meiting eye; 
Melting in ſympathy I fee, _ 
The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


* 


= | — . — —U— 
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DIANA LEADS FORWARD. * 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 


* 


horn, 
It invites to the chace and awakens the morn: 


TT ARK, ark to the ſound of the ſweet winding 


Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 
While echo enraptur'd repeats the blith ſtain, 


Diana, &&. 


While Bacchus deprives us of reaſon and wealth, 
The ſports of the field give both pleaſure and health; 
Such innocent paſtimes enſure us all joys, 5 
Where no bus*neſs diſturbs, no malice deſtroys: 
Diana leads fofward o'er mountain and plain, |, 
While echo enraptur d repeats the blith ſtrain. 


_ 


1 at, ot 


1 


5 


* 


THE BRUNETTE. 


Jug In Mr Lacie, 1 


Y heart's ſoft emotions admit no diſguiſe, =_ 
Jo cheat the poor nymphs of the plain; 
For the paſſion I feel is confeſs'd by my eyes, 
And love ſhews the wound of the fwain : 
= nd love, kc. 
And ſuch were my plaints when I happily met 
The arch hazel eyes of my lovely Brunette. 
And ſuch, 155 | 


| Would you "how: all the magic © that lives in her 
mien, e b 

By which my fond heart ſhe has won; ; | / 
Go take (like the Grecian) each beauty that's ſeen, 

And compriſe all their graces in one: — 4 
Then wonder, like me, at the pleaſure fraught Bets - ö 
And wear the ſoft chains of the lovely Brunette. 

The w-andering kidlings chat ſport on the hills, mT. 

Leave their browſing to liſt to her lay; 
She charms the ſwift courſe of the murmuring rills 's 

And arreſts the bright chariot of day: 

The winds ſtop, enraptur'd, to liſt to my Bet, 
"_— N fan the ne Irene 


* 


© 5 « WH 
Had I all cha wail) that ſtern avarice ſought, 
When he ravag'd the glittering mine; 

Had I all the treaſures that Crœſus had bought, 
The gems, my ſweet girl, ſhould be thine: 
But trifles, like theſe, are deſpis'd by my Bet, 
For merit alone wins the lovely Nronette. 


— —— 


s O N G. 


My DADDY 0. | . 
E < f 
20 gung x Mrs, Martyr. 


. 


v Daddy O was very | 
To make me fine he . no f 

And icrape up filler all he could, 

He'd ge'it to make his Jane look bonny : : 

Muy cap it came from Aberdeen, 

In filken gown I bra'ly flaunted ; 

Tho? all I aſk'd was mine Lwean, 
2 my ha heigh ho 
5 ! did plainly ſhew, 

| There was fornarhing yet pour Jenny wanted, 


' Blyth Jockey O, upon his mare, 
Adoon the dell, his horn rang ſweetly, 
Preſented at my feet the hare, 
That o'er the wild thyme ran fo featly : 
James brought a — for my breaſt, 
And myrtle flips himſelf had plated, 


* Sandy to too a lavrock's neſt, 


iT 7 17, Zo | 


4 
=, „„ 
Voung patie O, his dog ,, 


Can dance, they ſay he's worth a guinea 3 
I, laughing, prais'd his twa legg'd reel, 
And Patie cry'd he's thine ſweet Jenny: 
When to our fair I gang awa', 95 
Gued troth I thought myſelf enchanted, 
But tho they: 81 me * I ſaw. 


% A. 
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T. et „Oc » 4 
Sac ſaftly Ol veſt night 1 
The moon ſae kind the while kept blinking, þ 
Stole out my ain true love to meet, J 
Vet on falſe love 1 fell to thinking; : 
The rus'ling leaves increas'd my fears, R 4 
2 footitep falls, my boſom panted; | : 
Oh! Joy my 8 now —— | 4 
| And. De * 8 
SONG. 
MA CHERE AMIE, : 
Sung by Mr. Iacledon. | 
3 | A Chere Amie, my charming br N ; 
[ Whoſe {miles can baniſh ev'ry care; . 
0 In kind compaſſion ſmile on me, 4 
| Whoſe only care is love of thee. | 
= | Ma Chere N Ee. 
| » Vader ſweet Genditio" s ſacred name, 
ö My boſom caught the tender flame; | ü 
| May friendſhap in thy boſom be „ 
| | Converted intg love for me, | | a 


* 


Li 40 1. 


Together rear'd, together grown, 


O let us now unite in one; 

Let pity ſoften thy decree, | 

I * dear maid, I die for hed. | 

Ma Chere Anie, De. 


vo 
N \ 


1 
Non Carre AMIE. 
Sung by Mr. Tncledon. 


ON Cher Ami, ami tres cher, 
My love ſhall ſooth thy ev'ry care; 
*Thou in return ſhalt ſmile on me. 
Nor ought but love our lite ſhall ſee. | 
| Mon Cher Ami, Sc. 


Under ſweet friendſhip's facred name, 
Thy breaſt ſhall ſtill retain the flame, 
With which it long has glow'd for me, 

Thy een wedded friend I'll be, 

| 9 | Mon Cher Ami, Ee. | 


United thus, may ev'ry year, [c 
Thy Lydia grow to thee more dear; 3 
Nor ſue for pity more from me, ö 
. droop for her who lives for thee, | 
Mon Cher Ami, & Ce 


o__ 


'$ 0 N G. 
1E HEIRESS, 1 


gar by Mrs. Crouch, in the Hierejs. 


OR tenderneſs form'd in life's early day, 
F A parent! s ſoft ſorrows to mane led hs way 3 
parent's, &c. 


The leſſon of pity was caupht from her eye, 
And e'er words were my whip I ſpoke ' with a figh, 


The airbag ale plunder'd the es. dovey 
The warbled complaint of the b reren ; 
The warbled, &c. . 


Youth as it ripen'd gave ſentiment new, A 
The object fall changing, the Tyuipathy new. 


Solt 88 of paſſion ſtill reſt in bn glow; + . 


A warmth of more pain may this: breaſt never know; 


A warmth, &c. 
Or if too indulgent the bleſſing I din. 8 
Let the ſpark op from reaſon that wakens the flame, 
— — — — 2 — 
5 S O NS. | 


| T'OTHER DAY, *'TWAS IN THE MEAD. 
Sung 2 Miſs Watſon, at the Spa Gardens, Bermandſey, 


OTHER day 'twas in the mead, 
Young; Jockey came to me; 
Between us then it was agreed, 


That I his bride ſhould * 
Sweetly 


„ 1 

| Sweetly me he did careſs, 4 

And ſaid I was his pride; 
Pleas'd was I, yet muſt confeſs, 
I thought I ſhould have died. 


— — 


Jockey is a pretty lad, 
There's none. ſo blith as he: 
When he is by my heart is glad, 


0 he” s the man for me. 


Next day jockey to me as, 


Dear Jenny will you wed ; 7 8 7717 


O dear, ſaid I, I am afraid; 
Poor Youth he hung his head: 
All his with was to be wed, 8 
He would not be deny d.! 
Pleas'd was I, yet muſt confeſs, 
1 e 1 en have Get. 
| Fey is, Se. 


— 


„ee en to char we weat, OI 
And there we join'd our hands, — 
We neither ſhall [ hope repent, 
Tho' faſt in Hymen's bands: 
Had you ſeen us go to church, 
le laughing, while. cry d; 3 
Had he leſt me in the lurch, © 
I'm face I ſhould have died. Ny 


Fockey is, fe. 


— 


4 -43, A; 
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MARY 's DREAM; OR SANDY 's ono. 8 


| Sung by Mrs. Crouch, at Hanover- Square cu, 
. and at the Pantheon. N96 0p iu 
T* i a climb'd the higheſt bin, 


Which riſes o' er the ſcource of Dee; 5 
And from the eaſtern ſummit ſhed, 


— 


Her ſilver lights on tow'r and tre: _—— | 
When Mary laid her down to ſleep, . | i 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at fea ; | * 


Then, ſoft and low, a voice was heard 
Say, Mary weep no more for me. 


* from her pillow, gently rais'd ' „„ 
ler head, to aſk who there might ha: | 4 
And ſaw young Sandy ſhiv'ring ſtand, - 
With pallid cheek and hollow eye; - de: 
O Mary dear, cold is my clay, | [ 

It lies beneath a ſtormy ſea; | - SL Es + 
Far, far from thee, I ſleep in death, 
So, Mary, weep no more for me. 


de Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 1 

We toſs'd upon the raging main; 8 | 

And long we ſtrove our hark to ſave, | g 

But all our ſtriving was in van: b 
Een then, when horror chil'd my ts; x 

| My heart was fill'd with love for thee 1 
The ſtorm is paſt, and ] at reſt, . 5 
So, Mary, wy no more far me. 


* 


OY gs Ot 


O, td 4 thyſelf prepare, 
We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore, 
Where love is free from doubt or care, 
And thou and I ſhall part no more: ö 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fled, 
o more of Sandy could ſhe ſee; ; 
But, ſoft, the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, 25 
„Sweet Mary weep no more for me,” 


% 


4 


/ 


| a . | e | RO 
Sung by Mr. Barrington „ at Sadler's Wills. 


1 Sail'd in the good ſhip the Kitty, It 
With a ſtiff blowing gale and rough ſea; 

Left my Polly, the lads call fo pretty, | 
Safe here at an anchor, yo yea, &c. 


She blubber'd falt tears when we parted, 
And cry*d now be conſtant to me ; 

I told her not tobe down hearted, 
So up went the anchor, yo yea. 


When the wind whiſtled larboard and ſtarboard, 
And the ſtorm came on weather and lee; 
The hope I with her ſhould be harbour'd, 
Was my cable and anchor, yo yea. 


4 


And now my hates, would you believe me, 
- | I return'd with no rhino from ſea ; 
Mrs. Polly would never receive me, 
_ SoagainT a d anchor, yo . 


[45 J I 
n -! tolittt: 
_VIRTVOUS LOVE, 


0 w fweet is love when virtue e guides, 5 
7 How tranſient is the mind ; 
Smooth as the ſummer's peaceful tides, 
As grateful and as kind, 


The morning breaks ſerenely clear, | 1 
We welcome in the day gue N 
The evening comes without a fear, | 
The night our tolls repay 


4 

But fad reverſe where vice appears, 9 

With all her ſcorpion train; | 

Joyleſs we paſs our prime of years, 
And end a life in pain. 


5 0 WG hs 
THE NYMPH THAT I LOVE. SF 4 


mn - HE nymp ph chat 1 love is as: bene as day, 
| And as 'blith as the bloſſoming hawthorn / in 4 
| T May, * 1 
Her temper is ane as the down on the dove; . 
And her face is as fair as the mother of love: 9 5 
Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt zephyr that ſheds, | 
And receives gentle odours from violet beds; 5 1 
Yet warm in affection, as Phoebus at non 
And as chaſte as the ſilver white beams of the moon. = 


7 0 _ = 

Her mind is unſullied as new fall en ſnow, 

Yet as lively as tints of young Iris's bow; 

As clear as the ſtream, and as deep as the flood, 
She, tho' witty is wiſe, and tho? beautiful, good ; 

The ſweets that each virtue or grace has in ſtore, 

She culls as the bee does the ſweets of each flow'r, 

Which, treaſur'd for me, O how happy am! 
For tho! hers to collect, it is: mine to enjoy. 


* 


\ 


THE WILLOW OF THE DEE 


T HE ſun deſcending thro” the fey, © 
1 Had warn'd the tuneful choir to reſt; 
The ſtar of eve unfolding high, 
| In glitt'ring ſplendor grac'd the Weſt ; 
When, all deipairing and forlorn, | 
A beauteous maid I chanc'd to ſee, 
In wildeſt notes ſhe ſeem'd to mourn, 
HBeſide the willow of the Dee. 


Ah Jemmy why, ſhe fondly cry*d, 
From theſe lone arms do you delay; 
And fear not I ſhall angry chide, | 
With tears your long and ling'ring ſtay 5 * 
With glory's laurel to be crown'd, | 
Has ſtole your fickle heart from me, 
And I alone am weeping found, 


"Beſide the willow of the Dee. 


6 8 
I vainly hop'd a ſwift return, 
When you to battle glowing went: 
But now I fear to view your urn, | 
To ſorrowing love and friendſhip ſent: 
Then ſhall theſe roſes loſe their bloom, 
To Death's cold hand 1 ſoon ſhall flee ; 
And pitying love ſhall mark my Tomb, 
Beſide the willow of the Dee. 
8 O | N | G. „ 


* 


8 KEW TALLY HO. 


Md oſt chearful ſalute with the muſical horn; 


The blue miſty mountains ſeem join'd with the ſkies, 


And the dogs yelp aloud as away reynard flies: 
Tally ho, tally ho, ſee the game is in view, . 
The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue. 


The high mettled ſteed ſweeps away at the ſound; 7 


And the hills ſeem to move as they fly o'er the 


ground; | 
Each proſpe& is charming, all nature is gay. 
And promiſes ſport and ſucceſs thro the day. 
Tally ho, tally ho, ſee the game is in view. 
The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue, 


The goddeſs of pleaſure, ſweet roſy cheek'd health, 
Gives joys more abundant than titles or wealth; 
And appetite gives to their viands a zeſt, 
Above all the ſauces by cooks ever dreſt. 
Tally ho, tally ho, ſee the game is in view, 

The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue 


1 * E Hunters are up and the ruddy fac'd morn, 


5 0 43 * 
Huzza ! then my 8 to the chace let's away, 
Nor in indolence loſe the delights of the day; 
From faſhion and folly we borrow no grace, 
But joy paints the cheeks as we follow the chace. 
Tally ho, tally ho, ſee the game is in view, 
The ee all cry as, debe nimbly purſue. 


1 1 a {| 
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WERTER TO CHARLOTTE, | 
( \ F ; 
* H E conflicts o'er, my love adieu, - | % 


To death I'll yield ſerene and brave; 3 
Ws, IR theſe parting lines you view, 
\ : Werter ſhall ſleep within his grave: 
When e' er the ſummer's ſun you greet, 
Recal the hours of earlieſt bloom; 
"And mark! the ev'ning breeze how fleet, 
ate. " you MI my tomb- 
M D eee ; ene &e, 
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From this bleſt moment you are mine, | 
Yes Charlotte, I but 89 before 
| To our dread father's heav*nly ſhrine, 
Where ſorrows: voice is heard no more: 
je ſhall receive and comfort os 1 
To one oppreſs d with grief and pain; 
Till you at length to bliſs arrive, 
| And there for e ever we remain. 


— 444 R ** 


« 4 - > 


Au chap bee. 


. 
O N . 


THE YOUNG LINNETs 


| | Sung in Cynon. 

| ov gave me laſt week a young linnet,” f 
Shut up in a fine golden cage; 

Yec, how ſad the poor thing was within it! 


4 


op 
„ 
. 


Oh, how it did flutter and rage: „ 
Then he mop'd and pin'd. 


That his wings were conſin d, 
Till I op'd the. door of his den ; 
Then ſo merry was he, 
And becauſe he was free, . 
He came to his. cage back again; 


8 ON G. 
- ROUNDELAY. FFF 


The | faworite Song, Jung by Mrs. Cargill, ar 
| Marinetta, in the Carnival Venice. 


N my pleaſant native plains, 7 4 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment flewz 
Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, 8 x 


Simple as the joys I knew: „ 
Jocund morn and evening gay Ke. 
Claim'd the merry - : 


- 


Fields and flocks, and fragrant flow'rs 
All that health and Joy Aunpgrt; 
Call'd for artleſs muſic's pow'rs 
Faithful echoes to the heart! 5 
Hap ppy houfs for ever gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay, 


But the breath of genial ſpring | 
"Wak'd the warblers of the proves -* 
Who, ſweet birds, that heard you fings 
duld not join tue Tong « of love ? 
Your ſweet notes and'chauntin os . 
Claim d the merry. e, 


| | THE _— | 
| Fung by My. Banniſter, i in the Carnival of Venice. 


| OON- as the buſy day is o'er, 
And evening comes with pleaſant ſhade, 
We Gondoliers from ſhore to fhore, 
Merrily ply our jovial trade, 


| And while the the; moon; ſhines on the firea 
And as ſoſt mufic breathes around ; is, 


The feathering oar returns the gleam, 
And. dips in concert to. The found, ” 


Down by ſome convent's mould'ring walls” 
Oft we hear the enamour'd youth ; 
Softly the watchful fair he calls, 
"0 whiſpers. 8 of love and truth. 
e while the oa; 690 
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+: 91 
And oft where the Rialto RN 
With happier pairs we circle round; 
Whoſe ſecret ſighs fond echo tells, 
Whoſe murmur d vows ſhe bids reſound. 
And while the moon, of 


Then joys the youth, that love conceal'd, 
That fearful love muſt own its ſighs ; 
Then ſmiles the maid to hear reveal'd 

How more than ever ſhe complies. 


And awhile the noon, Se. 


. 3 : 
8 O N S.. 


| AS SURE AS A GUN, 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 


AY 8 Colin to me, I've a thought i in my head, 
I know. a young damſel I'm dying to wed. 
So pleaſe you quoth I—and whene' er it is done, 
You'll quarrel and you'll part 1 as ſure as 2 
gun! &. , 


: And ſo when you? re jo PF robe: am rous wight, 
You'll bill it and coo it, from morning to night; 
But truſt me, good Colin, you'll find it bad fun, 


Inſtead of which OE Gy and. ee ſure as , 


But ſkould ſhe: prove fond of her own deareſt love, 
And you be as ſupple, and ſoft as a glove; | 
Yet be ſhe a ſaint, and as chaſte: as a nun, 


You're: faſten'd to W 3 Ds OR fors: as a 


Suan! 


- 


A. 


. þ 
Suppoſe it was you then, ſaid he with a leer, 
| You wou'd not ſerve me fo, I'm certain, my. dear: 

In troth I replied, I will anſwer for none. — 
But do as * women do—As ſure as a gun * 


8 O N G. 


-YOUNG LUBIN. 


Garg by Mr. Cargill, it the Carnival of Fenice. 


OUNG Lubin was a ſhepherd boy, 
Y Fair Roſalie a ruſtic maid ; | 
They met, they loyd; each others j joy, 
| © Together o'er the hills they ſtray d. 


Their parents ſaw, and bleſs'd their love, 
Nor wou'd their happineſs delay; 
To-morrow's dawn their bliſs ſhould prove, 
To-morrow be their wedding . , 


When as at eve, bellies tis brook, 
Where ſtray'd their flocks, they ſat and 2 
One luckleſs lamb the current took, | 
Twas Roſalic? s —ſhe ſtarted will. 
; 2 3d { 
4 Run, Lubin, run, my b rite live; 
FE”, "Too fatally the youth obey d: 
* He ran, he plung'd into the wave, 
; "HO give the little wanderer aid, 


But erde he aa him to the ſhore, gt ct 
| When faint and ſunk, poor Lubin dies; 
Ah Roſalie! for ever more, 
In this cold grave thy lover lies, 


1 E 
On that lone bank — Oh! fill be ſeen, 
Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid z; 
And with ſad wreaths of cypreſs een. | 2 
For ever ſooth thy Lubin's ſhade. 


8 O N G. 
'PATIE. 
Sung by Mrs. Wrigbten. 


* 


AT IE is a lover gay, 


His brow is never cloudy, . 


His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
Fis face is fair and ruddy : 
Shape is handſome, middle ſrze, 
He's ſtately in his walking, 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, i 
Ts heaven to hear him talking. 
| | \ 
Laſt night J met him on the bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, | 
There many a kindly word he ſpoke, : 
That ſet my heart a glowing : 
He kifs*d, and vow'd he would be mine, 
And lov'd me belt of any, 
That gave me like to ſing ſinſine, 
O corn riggs are bonny. 


Let maidens of a ſilly mind, 
| Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſfign'd 
We chaftely ſhould be granting, 


D 3 Then 
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Then I'll comply and marry Patie, 
And from my cockernony ; ; 
He's free to touzle e're or late, 
Where corn riggs are bonny. 


* 
— 
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QLD ENGLAND 's MY ee 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
; W U O thirſts for more knowledge i 15 welcome 


to roam, WE, 

He may ſeek a new climate who is wretched at home ; - 
Who of pleaſure or folly has not had his fill, 

May quit poor Old England whenever he will : 

Bat nothing ſhall tempt me to croſs the ſalt main, 
For change I'm too Ready, and rambling is pain. 


Old England, brave boys, * enough 1s for me, 
Where my thoughts I can ſpeak, where by birth- 


right Im free; 
Whatever I wiſh for now comes at my call, 
J can ſport in the fields, or can roar in my hall; 
My time is my own, I can do as I will, 
J have children that Prattle, a wife that i is fill, 


I feel chat I'm happy, tho” taxes run high, 

I want no exotics, to eaſy am I, 

I'm alive to my friends, and at peace with the dead, 

With party and ſtate I ne' er trouble my head; 

Contention I hate, and a bumper love maſt, 

. e I'm ſure, for Old England's my 
toaſt. 
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BESCRIPT 105 or bon bon 
Sang by Mr, Bannifer, in May-Day, er Litthi Gin. 


HAT's a poor ſimple clown 
To do inthe town, 
Of their freaks and vagaries III none; 3 
The folks I aw there 
Two faces did wear 
An honeſt man ne'er has but one. 


Let others to London go roam, 

I love my neighovour, 

To ſing and to labour; | 
To me there's nothing like country and home. 


Nay the RY I vow, 
I cannot tell how, 2 
Were now white as a curd, and now red: 
La! how would you re 
At their huge crop of hair, mn 
Tis a hay-cock o'top of their head | 
ou ethers, Oe. 


Then *tis ſo dizen'd out, 
And with trinkets about, 
With ribbands and flippets between; 
They ſo noddle and toſs, „ 
Juſt like a fore horſe, | 
With taſſels and bells in a team. 


* 


Let eilbers, e. 


1 


| 1 
Then the fops are fo fine, 
With lank-waiſted chine, 
And a little ſkimp bit of a hat, 
Which from ſun, wind, and rain, 
Will not ſhelter their brain, 
Tho' there's no need to take care of that. | 
| | Let others, Cc. 


Would you the ereature's ape, 
In looks and their ſhape, | 
Teach a calf on his hind legs to go; 
Let him waddle in gait, * 
A ſkim diſh on his pate, \ 
And he'll tbok all the world like a beau. 
| | | | Let others, Se. 


LOS 
FE JEW'S DESCRIPTION. 
5 Sung by Mr. Quick, in the Duenna, 


\TVE Ifaac the nymph who no beauty can 
But health and good humour, to make her his toaſt, 
If ftrait, I don't mind whether flender or fat, 

Or ſix feet or four, we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 
: | Mell nder, Cc. 


Whate'er her complexion I vow I don't care. 

If brown it is laſting, more pleaſing if fair; 

And tho' in her cheeks I no dimples ſhou'd ſee, - 
Let her ſmile and each dell is a dimple to me. | 

1 RR 4 Let her, He. 


1 


Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 


And her eyes may be — faith any colour but green; 


For in eyes, tho? fo various the luſtre and hue, 
I ſwear I've no choice, only let her have two. 


N Only let, Se. 


Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth, I own, are genteeler than black ; 
A little round chin too's a beauty Pve heard, 
But I only defire—ihe mayn't have a beard, 


She mayn't, Ec. 


WHEN WAR'S ALARMS. 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch, in the Camp. 
we war's alarms entic'd my Willy from 
| a „ . 

My poor heart with grief did ſigh; 

Each fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrow on me, 
*Woke e'er yet the morn was nigh : | 
No other could delight him; 

Ah! why did I e'er {light him, 
Coldly anſw'ring his fond tale; 
Which drove him far, amid the rage of war, 

And left filly me thus to bewail. 


TE, D: 5... 
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85 But I no longer tho! a maid forſaken, 


Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 
For e're the lark to- morrow ſhall awaken, 
I will ſeek my abſent love: 
The hoſtile country over 
Fll fly to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning every threat ning fear; ; 
Nor diſtant ſhore, - 
Nor cannons roar, 


Shall longer keep me from my dear. 


S O N G. 


NANCY OF THE DALE. 
Sung in the Camp. 


Nancy leaves the rural train, 
| A camp's diſtreſs to prove; 
All other ills ſhe can ſuſtain, 
But living from her love: 
Vet, deareſt, tho' your ſoldier's there, 
Will not your ſpirit fail, 
To mark the hardſhips you muſt ſhare, 
Dear Nancy of the _ FO 
5 Dear Nancy, E. 


'Or ſhould y. you, „love, each danger ſcorn, 

Ah! * ſhall I ſecure \ 

our health mid toils which you were born 
To ſoot but not endure: : 


19 J 
A thopſand perils I muſt view, 
A thouſand ills aſſail; 
Nor muſt I tremble e'en for you, 
. Dear Nancy O the Dale. | 
e Dear Nancy, Sc. 


S.O N G. 
THE DANCING MASTER. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Summer Amuſements. 


EATEST of pretty feet, for dancing in- 
Se CR - Wu 

Accept of a partner who always was commended, 

. Slighting the fineſt dreſs, attentive to merit, 

He likes only thoſe who can jig about with ſpirit. 


Take me, madam, I fo glad am, that I'll cut a caper, 

Stand firſt couple, make no ſcruple, ſtrike up there 

Aut ſcraper; N | 

Turn about, turn about, that's right depend o'nt, 

Hands acroſs, back again, and now there's an end 
£44 on't. e 2 


If it ſhould be thought that we ſhould encore it, 
Permit me to offer you lemonade before it ; 
Negus will make you hot, and wine is unſteady, 
| Your fan now will cool us both, ſpeak when you're 


- ready, 5 
| Take me 3 Or " 
"4 3 RE * 
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AVLD ROBIN GREY. 14 


ky at hame, 

And a' the b to ſleep are gane, 5 
The waes of my heart fa's in ſhow'rs fra my ee 
When my gude man lies ſound by me. »n 


7 Yong Jamie 100d me well, and he fought me for 


his bride, 
But ſaving a crown he had os dente 5 
mak this crown a pund, my Jamie gade to fea, 


15 And the crown and the Pund were bai for me. 


He bad x na been awa a week but only 1 twa, 


When my mither the fell ſick and the cow was ſtoun 
ama, | 


My father brak his arm, and my Jamie : at the fea, 
And Auld Robin ney came a uning to me. 


My father could na work, and my mither coud na 


1 ily and night, but cher bread I coud na 


Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and wi tears in 
| his ee, 


Said, Jenrpe for their ſakes, 0 marry me. 


My heart it kia tay, 1 lock-d for lande bag, 

ed blew high, and. the ſhip it. was 2 
„ e, 

The ſhip it was a wreck, why did na a Jamie die ? 

3 why do I live 20 2 wa es me? 7 


THEN the ſheep are in : the fauld, and the 


\ 


„ 


» 


5 


A 


. For Auld Robin Grey i is kind unto me. 


L 


400 Robin argued fair, tho” my mither did na 


ſpeak, . 


dhe look'd in my face till my: heart was like to 


break; 


So they gi ed him my hand, tho? my * was at 
the ſea, | 


And Auld Robin Grey is gude man to me. 


I had na hoon a wife a week but only four, | 


When ſitting ſae mournfully at the door, 
J ſaw my Jamie's ghaiſt, for I cou'd na think it he, 


: Till he ſaid, I 'm come back for to marry thee. 


0 fair did we greet, and, muckle did we fay, 
We took but a kiſs, and tore ourſelves away : 
I wiſh IT were dead, but I'm na like to die, 


And why do I live to fay wa es me. 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and care na to ſpin ; 


] dare na think'on Jamie, for that wou'd be a ſin; 
But I'll do my beft, a gude wife to be, 


8 
N 


THE DEATH OF AULD AOBIN GREY. 
Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, at Vauxhall Gardens, | 


HE ſummer i it was ſmiling, all nature round 


When Jenny was attending on Auld Robin 81 : 


For he was fick at heart, and had nae friend beſide, 
But only me, poor Jenny, who ue 0 his bride. 


- 


— 


1 62 ; 

Ah! jay, q ſhall die, he cried, as ſure as [ had 
8 irt TN 
Then ſee hor i poor old bones, I pray, 1. into the : 


And be a widow, for my fake, a rwelvemonth and 


Ys 
And 1 is leave whate' er r belongs to Auld Robin | 
ey. | | 


I laid poo r Robin in the earth, as decent as 1 "PA 
And hed a tear upon his grave, for he was very 
good; 


I took my rock all in my hand, and in my cot [ 


| ligh'd, 
Oh! wa is me! what ſhall 1 do! fince poor Auld 
* . Robin 1185 | 


* : 


Search every part 3 the land, there's none 

like me forlorn; X 
I'm ready e'en to ban the day that ever I was born: 
For Jamie, all Ilov'don earth, ah! he is gone away, 
My father's dead, my mither” s dead, and eke Auld 
| Robin Grey! | 


T roſe up with the morning OY and ſpun till ſetting 
day, 


And one whole RR of widowhood I mourn'd for 


Robin Grey; 
1 did the duty of a wife, both kind and conſtant too, 
Jong ev' ry one example take and Jenny's * _ 


1 1 Jemmy he was dead, or he to me was 


And 0. fond and 9 love entirely was 
dul, 


% 


1 


1 tried to ſing, I tried to laugh, and paſs the time | 


way, 


| For I had ne er a friend ive » PRA died Auld Robin | 


Grey. 


At length * merry bells rung round, I 055 4 "es 


| gueſs the cauſe, 
Bra Rodney was the man, they ſaid, who gain'd fo 
much applauſe; | 
I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me, 


And ſhew'd a purſe of a: ore, and laid it is for 


*. 


— 


\ 1 ; ; — 
Auld Robin 8 I and! is dead, and ill your heart 
VV 
Then take me, Jenny, to pour arms, and L will be 
ſo too; | 
Meſs John ſhall join us at the kirk, and we'll be 
blith and gay, 
I Ser conſented, and reply'd, adieu to Robin 
i 


s Jo: ö WP 1 8 O I N' G. 
6 f . 8 „ | x | 
ih THE AIST or AULD-ROBIN GREYs 


- WA AS in inche dead of night, ſoon after jonny 
g Wie 
And wi her faithful Jamie was flee ing in ha bed, 


And liſten 10 the words would be utter d for her ſake, 


A hollow voice ſhe heard, which calld her to awake, 


V 


— — 


1 


* 


1 64 1 
She FORE" 8 * ſleep, her boom beat wi' fear, 
When the ghaf of Robin Grey ANY her did ap- 


Pear; 
It wav'd it's ſhadowy "RY nat thus t to 5 did ay, 
Ah! Jonny: lift awhile to your Auld Robin, Grey. 


I do not come, FI Jean, your 8 to reprove, 


Or interrupt tne joys you ſhare in conkant Jamie's 


love, 
His honeſt heart deſerves TR er he can receive, 
Since he has fought ſo nobly, and would not 2 
| deceive. | 


4, £ 
*s 


Still let his courage 4 his country? s foes to quell, 

To you he ſafe ſhall come again, the fates now bid 
. 

Wich Tu A3 well as Rodney his valour he'll dit 
play, 


II you will but believe the = ghailt of Robin Grey, 


And 3 muſt bn, your E 18 your guard, 
For Fortune has in ſtore for you a gn and rich 
reward; 


The haughty Bons ſubdu'd, with Holland and with 


France, 
Vos Jamie, with freſh laurels crown'd will to your 
wiſh advance. 


[ 
| 


Then let him have v wi all his + ſpeed to join 0 {noble 


fleet, 


Tuo danger does appear in view, no harm Walk 


Jamie meet; 
But joytul ſhall return again upon a Ears day, 


As you may lure believe the N of Robin Grey. 


\ 


f 


7 


4 65 1 
8 O N G. 
Wau 's COMPLAINT 508; 
; TRE enen ro AULD ROBIN GREY. 


INCE- Jenny ſhe has married with Auld 
Robin Grey, 
Alas! I dinna care how my time gangs away; : 
Tho' hard were my misfortunes when I was wreek'd 
| at ſea, 
Yet foon had 1 forgot them had Jenny Raid for me. 


"Twas all for Jenny's ſake that I ſailꝰd on the main, 


In hopes of getting richer her gaily to maintain; 
But fatal was the hour I ever went to ſee, | 
Since Jenny” s loveis loſt, and ſhe did na ſtay for mes 


| If parents were poor, and cou'd na work or ſpin, 
Yet Auld Robin Grey had na right for her to win; 
If charity he did from out his golden ſtore, 


The deed it might reward him—he ſhould na aſk na 


more. 


Sure gold i it is a curſed ns: of love it is the bane, 
Yet wa is me, [cry to think that I had nane ; 
Yet womens love is fickle, as cantie as the wind, 


| My J _ the has prov'd 1 it ſo, alas! too true I find. | 


What Wade the old carl take ſic a lovely maid, 
The winter of his age is not fitting for her bed; 


Like ſtain he lies beſide her, and ſnores the night awa, | 


RO. 


Had he but ſtaid for e it 180 na been ſa. 
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EC. Ws Þ 
Her breaſts were like thelilies, her cheeks were Hke 
c . | | | 
And her breath it was as ſwez as the zephyr when 
| it blow: 5 1 . 
Her eyes they were like ſtars in a froſty night ſo fine, 
Yet wae is Jamie's heart, ſhe never can be mine. 


True love belongs to man, for women they have 


„„ by, 
Or Auld Robin Grey cou'd ne'er have Jenny won: 
It was his gold that charm'd while I was gone to ſea, 
Yet ſure ſhe can't be happy for thus deceiving me. 


1 


Adieu then, my falſe Jenny, fince war now calls to 


Ti fail upon the ocean, and quite forget thy charms; 


I'll ſight againſt the foe, no matter death or life, 
Since Auld Robin Grey has got Jenny for a wife. 
Yet ſhould T return, the news it may be ſpread, 
That Jenny ſhe is free again, and Auld Robin dead; 


Ill wait what fate ordains, and never more repine, 


But yet will live in hopes, that Jenny may be mine. 


; 8 O N G. 4 
8 25 'THE HERMIT, 
| | 2 | Sung by Dr. Beattie. Bas | | 
A T the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill 
And mortals the ſweet of forgetfulneſs prove, 


When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 


And nought but the nightingale's ſong in tbe 
V [+7 N 


\ 


EY 
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"Twas thus, by 6 the cave of the mountain afar, - 


While his harp 8 ſymphonius, 4 Hermit 


began: 
No more with himſelf, or with nature at war, 
He thought as a ſage, tho he felt as a man. 


Ah why, all abandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 
hy, alone Philomela, that languiſhing fall? 
For ſpring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 


| And ſorrow no longer thy boſom inthral. 5 Th 
Zut if ity inſpire thee, renew the fad lay, | 
1 8 flourn ſweeteſt -complainer, man calls ther to 


+,» ak 3 
0 woch him, whoſe pleaſures like thine paſs away, 
Full quickly they pulo—dur they never n. 


Now gliding remote, on the verge of the ſy, 
The moon half extinguiſh'd her creſcent, Al- 


lays: 


But lately I mark'd, when majeſtic on high, 


4 


She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her 


blaze. 


Roll on thou fair orb, and with gladneſs mths F 


The path that conducts thee to ſplendour again, 


But man's faded glory what change ſhall renew, 
Ah fool! to exult in a glory ſo vain! 


"Tis night, and the landſkape i 1s lovely no more; hw. 
I mourn, but ye woodlands, I mourn not for 
. vou: 89 
For morn is approaching your charms to delle, 


Perfum'd with freſh fragrance and BY ring 


with dew, 
: Nor 0 et for the ravage of winter I mourn; 
ind nature the embryo bloſſom will ſave; 
But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mouldering urn ? 
O when ſhall i it daya on the night of the grave? 
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A CONTINUATION OF THE HERMIT. 


9 WAS chan; by the. .glare of alle ſeiencs 
| | betray? 
That nal to n and dazzles to blind ; | 
My thou 1 NE. to roam, from ſhade onward to 
ade, 


Deſtruction before me, 3 behind. 


0 pity great father of light, then I cry'd, | 


e creature who fain would not wander from 
thee! 


105 humbled in duſt, I relinquiſh my pride; | 


From _ and from darkneſs thou only can'f 
free. Py 


— 


And abe and doubt are now FOO away, 
No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn 


| 80 breaks on the traveller, faint and aſtray, 5 


The bright and the balmy effulgence of morn. 


gee truth, love and mercy, in ttrumph deſcending, 


And nature all glowing in Edens firſt bloom! 
On the cold cheek of death {miles and voce are 
blending, 5 


8 And beauty immortal awakes from the ab. 


. ON? FEATS | \ And beauiy, He. 


E 1 
$0.8 . ; 


A SOLDIER'S THE LAD. 


a9 ff and drum found 3 
ö A ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me, 
With my true love 1 ſoon will be, 
For who ſo kind, ſo true as he, 
With him in every toll Ill ſhare, 
To pleaſe him ſhall be all my care. 
Each peril I'll dare, e 
All hardſhips P11 bear; 
For a loldier, i a ſoldier g the lad for me. 


Then if kind heaven 3 my W 
What rapturous joys ſhall his Nancy prove; 
Swift thro the camp ſhall my footſteps bound, 
To meet my William with conqueſt crown'd, 
Cloſe to my faithful boſom preft, ' 
Soon ſhall he huſh his cares to reſt, 
Claſp'd in theſe arms, 5 
Forget wars alarms. | 
For a ſoldier 0 ſoldier's s the lad for me. 


Sung in the Camp. | . : | 8 


42 +0 


1 C 70 1 | : 
$ © N G. 
PLATO's ADVICE. 


AYS Plato, abs ſhould 1 man OF vain, 
Since bounteous heav'n hath made him great? 
| 2 look he, with inſolent diſdain, _ 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ! 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 
Or all the gems that deck the fair 3 

Can all the glories of a crown, | 
Give * or eaſe the brow of care. 


— 


The * king, the burthen'd 3 

The humble, and the haughty die; 

The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, IE 
In duſt, without diſtinction lie: . 

Go, ſearch the tombs where monarch's reſt, 

Who once the greateſt titles Wore, ; 

Of wealth and glory they're bereft, * 
Aud all their honours are no more. 1 


80 ies the metoer thro” the tide I 
ad ſpreads along a gilded train; WS 
When ſhot—'tis gone—its beauty dies 5 
Difſſolves to common air again :. - 

So tis with us my jovial ſouls, 
Let friendſhip reign, while, here we dau $-- 

Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls, 

When Jove commands we muſt obey. gg 


. 


— 


* — 


BY , 22 0 
8 0 NG. 
& REDTINS SON Gs 
5 8 de at Vauxhall. 
RECITATIVE, ns es 


/ 


Your the horn calls away; FI . 


Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the 7 


. the e of ſloth, and ariſe. 


* ; ; F; 
„ AI R i 
4 4 i » 0 n wot . 


From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See, the ſun beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high: ; 
Tho's wile heath, Sc. 


Shrilly e o the ſtaunch hound, n 1 

I The ſteed neighs to the found, . | 3 
"nt the on and the. valleys. reply: — 

, Yo : _— the foods, , ee, 5 


Our fore-fathers ſo good, i „ 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood. - B 
n encount ring * hart and the boar, 1 
3 encount ring tc. 


Buddy health bloom'd the face, 8 2 
Age and youth urg'd the chace,  * * 

| And 1 RG and forefts to roar. | FF? 
A fanght, Le. 


11 4 
0 1 
[4 - 4 41 
; 2 25 
%, 8 
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I 
Hence, of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent. 


Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd: - | 
F FE the beer; Sc. 


Tho? in life's puſy d,, 
Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let ours be the * of the field. 


Still let ours, & Co 


With the chaſe in full ſi 128 

Gods, how great the ag | 
How our mortal ſenſations refine! 5 
Hoco « our mortal, er. 


* 


| Where 3 1s Care > where i is fear? 
| Like the winds in the rear, / 
And the man 's loſt in ſomething divine! 
f | t * the man, 4, Se. 


Now to 15. my brave dias ; 

| | Lo! each pants for the joys * _- ; 
That anon 1 8 enliven the whole; 

| 5 That anon, & e. 
; . 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
I.oils and pleaſures recount, 
en the a over the bowl. 
; Und 7 , N. 0 
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; $ © N G. 
OTE, CY MON AND IPHIGENTA, 
5 4 CANTATA. RN 
| nu by Mr. Searls oh 
„ a1  krerTaTIVE. ” — 


E AR 4 thick grove, whoſe deep ein" ring 
„, 
Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation. made x ; 
A cryſtal ftream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whole flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 
| Thither, retir'd from Phoebus? ſultry ray, 
And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of "I 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove z 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought. 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 8 
He gap' d, he ſtar'd |—her lovely form ſurvey'd, 
And while with artleſs voice, he ſweetly ſung, _ 
* and nature thas inform'd we e oo 


3 Ko AA RG; 5h | 
The fiream that glides in murmurs 5 1 
Whoſe glaſly boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene: 
Bunt in thy boſom, charming e 
ö All heaven itſelf is ſure diiplay'd- 
* Iphigene! 


1 TM 


— 


"I 44 3] 


RECETATIVE. 


She 5 and ſtarts—poor nen trembling ſtands, 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 


Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Half rais'd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon ! ! if 'tis you I need not riſe; 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let me fleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long. 
* thus, with Oey purſu'd his. mg: 


OT OE 


Thy; jetty. locks, that careleſs "LY 'l 
765 In wanton ringlets, down thy neck; 4 
Thy love inſpiring mien: 
8 Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of inow, 
And taper ſhape inchant meſo, 
f Wh die for Iphigene ! 


- [FO b 


n reirartvn. 8 


4 me! liens, nor can trace from whence; 

The formal clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe ; 

She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, _ a 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait 3 ; '| 
Bids him be ſecret and next day attend, 
At the ſame hour to meet his faithful friend: 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to „ 
And nature's 9 ſureſt will * 


7 


ys 


* 


N 
77: BW 
Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kind'ling gentle, chaſte defire ; 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 
And elevate the human ſoul ; 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched fate, 
_ Had made our lives of too long dates 
But bleſt with beauty and with love, 
We taſte'what Angels do above. 


% 


'8 © N. 
" THE ROAST BEEF OF OLD ENGLANDs 


IJ 


'" RECITATIVE. 


9 _ WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 


(Where ſad deſpair and famine always 
, | | 35 
A meagre Frenchman, madame Granſire's cook, 


As home he ſteer'd, his carcaſe that way took; 


Bending beneath the weight of fam'd fir-loin, 
On which in vain he often wiſh'd to dine: 

Good father Dominic by chance came by,. 
With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 


Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, | 
His benediction on it he beftow'd ; 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, - | 
He lick'd his chops, and thus the knight addreſs'q. 


AIR. 


T5 9 
* A IX. 


1 lovely Laſs to a Friar came, &. 4. 


O rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 


When dreſs'd and garnifh'd to my . 


And ſwimming in thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury ſaye thee. 


Renown'd fir-loin, of times decreed, 
The theme of Engliſh ballad, 

On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate. 


Then how much doth thy taſte exceed, 


OOO frog, and fallad. 


* 


4 RECITATIVE. 


 Ahalf ſtarv'd ſoldier, mirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
Who ſuch a fight before had never ſeen; _ 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food ; 
His morning meſs forſook (the friendly bow!) 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole, 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 

= And vals in ae tone, declar d his _ 


U 


; 7 A 1 R. . : 


REES (Fut, Minuet.) 


A, ite Die! vat do I ſee yonder, 5 

- _ Dat look fo tempting red and vite? 

 Begarit be de roaſt beef from Londree : 
._ O! grant to me van letal bite. 


wrt. £4 (U 


i ; 
7a 228 


„„ 
But to » my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel tate dis boon denies, 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 


RECITATIVE. 


His 8 of right Hibernian clay, 
(Whoſe brazen front his country did _— 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had thither fled, ' 


By honeſt means to gain his daily bread; | | li 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſerbd, = 


| In ITY accents D 15 . h 
MA 7 bs | 


ee e Oy 


+58 — K 
En. 5 2 
_ «AS gh ow a9 IG rr OT 
PTC 


rates 


2 
ae 
TOP 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, - il 

| So taking thy fight is, | ” = 
My joy that fo light is, FE 9 5 * 
To view thee, by pailfuls run out of my eyes. it 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, | 1 
While here I remain my life's not worth & tarthing, ; *s 
- Ah, hard hearted Loui! by 

Why did I come to you? _ 11 

The gallows, more kind, would have fav'd me from 1's 
ns il 
| RECITATIVE» 1 

Upon the P hard by. poor Cn ſat, 1 's 

| Who fed has noſe, and ſerateh'd his any pate; 1 
| E 3 In But! XN 


| 2 c 18 1 

But when old England's bulwark he efpi'd, 
His dear lev'd mull, alaſs! was thrown aſide: 
With lifted hands he bleſs'd his native place, 


Then ſcrub'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe : 


* 


A 1X . % 
(The broom Cl Coudentnows.) 


How hard, oh ! 1 is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 8 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, a 
When hunger is s ſo great. 5 


Be TO 0 the beef ! the hs V FRO 85 
M ben roaſted nice and brown ;- 
Tui I had a ſiice of thee, , 
I” I it — . gang . 


Ah, Charley hadſt thou not 55 ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 


1 would the de' el had Rick d mine eyn, 4 


E're J had gang'd wi'thee. 


1 65 o the ba Ge. 
5 ö 15 34 5 l 


— 


RECITATIVE. 


But fo my 3 to Edgland takes 15 Right, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; _ 


| Where ſmiling freedom guards great George" 8 


Throne, 


And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known; | 
"Tho? Britain's fame in loftier ſtrains ſhould ring, 


In ruſtic _ give me leave to fing. 


F 


2 


\ 


[7 79+ Jt 
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\ q 
AIX. 


As once on a time, a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted Ins fize he could quickly attain. 


O tte roaft beef of Old Eng land, 
And O the Old Engliſh — beef 1 


Then eagerly firetching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ftood by, like a knowing old dame. 
| Cried, ow to attempt it you're ſurely to blame. | 


* 


0 the roaft beef, Ge. c. 


as deaf to advice „ he for glory did thirſt, 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 


"Till fling «nd Braining too hard, made him 
| o the roof bef, Sc. 


Then Britons be valiant, ha moral is ine 16 | 
The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſieur, 


3 puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 
| O the gh beef, es | 
For while by our commerce * arts we are able, 
To ſee the ſir- loin ſmoaking hot on the table, 
The French may e'en boaſt like the frog in 158 
| fable. 
5 0 the rogs Beef, & c. 
— 


a * 
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1 S8 WIkET PRETTY MOG. 
; #85 * Sung in the Regiſter Office © | 


b ; VS ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a bog, 
| M And wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten ; 
fl Thoſe eyes in your face (O pity my r 
Poor Dermot have ſmitten, poor Dermot have 


— 


1 imitten: . 5 
For ſofter than filk, and as fair as new milk, 
Your lily-white hand is, your lily-white hand is: 
Your ſhape's like a pail, from your head to your tail, 
You're ſtrait as a wand is, you're ſtrait as a wand is. 


Po our lips red as chernes, and your curling hair is 
24s black as the devil, as black as the devil; 
il. Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 
=  -_ Or orangefrom Seville, or orange from Seville: 
if When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a 
. En 
So nimible, ſo friſky, fo nimble, fo friſky ; 
A kiſs on your cheek ('tis ſo ſoft and fo ſleek) 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like - 
wh | 8 BY 
TI. grunt and I pine, and ſob like a ſwine, 
$ Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel ; 
| No reſt can I take, and aſleep or awake 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel, 
Vour hate then give over, nor Dermot your lover 
So cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle! 5 
Or Dermot muſt die, like a pig in a ſtye, 
5 Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 


* — 


ph Ca 1 
e 


nE PIGEON, | |, 


| W H tarries my love, - 
Why tarries my love, 


Why tarries my love from me; 
'Come hither my dove, 
Fl write to my love, : . 

* ſend _ a letter by thee. 9 

ee fend * & e. 1 

Pl tie it to thy e | 

Pl tie it to thy „„ il 

I'] tie it fo faſt with a ſtring; bi 
Ah, not to my leg, e 9 
Fair lady, I beg, . 1 | al 

But faſten it under = wing. "x 
She 5 oer his neck 4 
She drew o'er his neck, 1 

A bell and a collar ſo gay; 5 
She tied to his wing fy 

The Ell with-a finag, 7 4. Ber: 14 7. 
And kig'd, him, ſo ſent hum away. ty Sue hot WW" 5 
It rain wd; agd 1 "Tu OLD 6 — 4 7 

It pot d, and it blew, Tt 
And he flew, he flew, and he flew z ” x i 
TH wet was his wing { 

And painful the ſtring, _ - 95 7 oF : 

And heavy the letter it OM: ales 7 b 

i 


. 


Fot the n who eres af th 


a, 


— 


* \ 4 


> 82 * 
| He flutter d around, 
Till Colin he found, | 
And his poor little heart it did burn; 
The ſhepherd went back, . 
But woe and alack! : 
The pigeon did never return. 


* . 
- I * 
. 
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11 $HEEP-SHEAKING | SONG. 
$ ng in the Winters Tale. 


\ OM E, come my good ſhepherds, our r flocks 
| we muſt fhear ; | 
In your holiday ſuits, with your laſſes appear; 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free, 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy as we? 


We harbour no paſſions, by Juxary taught, | 
We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught ; 


eyes, 


Tor, knowing no fallhvod, ve need no Giguiſe, 


By mode and eaptice are the city dames led, 
But we as the children of nature are bred, 
By her hands alone we are painted and drefs'd, 


__ 


What we think in our hearts you may read in our 


1 


a E 
The giant, ambition, we never can dread, 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door, 

They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the Poor. 


When love has poſſeſt us, that love we reveal, Rt 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feels 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


* % 1 
— —— . K„„ͤK!“ 
7 * - * 
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s . 7 
4 * N bf + * OY LY * 


„ BACCANALIAN STILE. 
TY EAR Tom, this brown jug that now foams 
- 3 F © with mild ale, © Rs ned RO 
1 — which 1 will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale) 
as once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 
As e*re drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl; 
In boozing about twas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


It. chane'd, as in dog-days he fat at his eaſe, ; 
In his flow'r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe, -puffing_ſorrow-away, 

And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And be died full as big as a Dorcheſter but. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 999 
And time, into elay had * it again; 1 Hl 


k A 
1 
4 
— N 8 
\ 0 
K ny 
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by En Te 


A 8 found out, in adhd 2 . 


ect F Nan of the vals: 


* IN ' 3 7; * * þ P ; 
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THE, JOLLY” BRITON. — 


- 


V K true bet Britons, who ove your own 
{an 


Whoſe fires werk brave, ſo victoriqus and free 6 


| Who always beat France when they took her in hand, 


Come Join; . . in Nr with me. 


i 1k ” 


.. 22 1 


bet us ling, ok cee 000 England gd 


cer, 


The profts and 8 of ſtout Britiſh beer ; 0 
Vour wine-tipling, dram-fſipping, fellows retreat, 
= But your e Beg ä can never be beat. 


dl 3 a Ter 46s. Sc. 
Fees 46,5 bo N 8 TR 


| The Td with their vineyards are meagre and 


| They N of che bracening of batf-ripen'd fruit ; 
But we that have hop-grounqs to mellow-our ale, 

| Are roſ Y and 4 — 17 * to boot. 
Ter us Her. Sc. 


* 
7 | \ - : 1 b 
5 8 ; 1 1 1 a f 5 
# 
3 . A Shor d 
10 8 > 5 3 — R % 
£ 7 5 — 8 5 . x 
„ 
4 


Come join, Se. ä 


And with part of fat Toby he made this 3 . 5 
Ne ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
| 80 oC; s to my WET 15 


[ 


— 


. 


1 } 
| Should the French dare invade us, thus arm'd with 
our poles, 


We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern 


Jaws ring; 
For your beef-eating, beer-drinking Britons are ſouls 
Who will ſhed their laſt . tor their country 


and king. 
Let us fing, E FA 
FS : ——— — by - s * © ' | 


By O fad yo 
DEATH OR LIBERTY. 


Surg 9 Mr Bun, 


* K F 
5 404 4 R „ A Sas | >; þ 
— 


| E HIL ST naw in my native land. 
Is boaſt my country's chantet ; Fs 
l never baſely lend my hand, | 
Her liberties to barter : N 
e noble mind is not at all, 
By poverty degraded ; eb 5 * 
. gui alone can make us fall, „ 
73 And well I am perſuadedc. | 
Each free-born Britbas ſong. ſhall be, 


6 Or give me death or liberty, | 
— nt 5 apart as 
** + wo 6.4 ; 188 | ö "4 N ( | 
% a i , 4 0 4 & 


Tho! ſmall 1 pow? r which 8 an . 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us. 

' Thelordly hireling often wants 

RE A. freedom W ich defends us; 


"ty 
S 


8 
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— 
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bo PT 1 
| By law ſecur'd from lawleſs ſtrife, 
Our houfe is our caſtellum 


Thus bleſs'd with all chat s dear in life, 


For lucre ſhall we ſell em? 

No !—every Briton's ſong ould be, 
Give me death or liberty, 
Give me death, e. 


wh | | 1 | 


So S ON . 
THE DREDEWELL son. 


dong by Mr. Edwin, bn the Choice if Hark 


E Scamps, ye Pads, ye Divers, and all upon 
ö 
In Tothill- fields gay ſheep-walk, like lambs ye 1 
and play; 


| Ratling up your darbies, come bither at wy call, 


I'm J Dubber here, and you're welcome to 
mo. 20d II. N 


25 5 eee. 
: Ty 
At nous e the flats you'y ve en! in, 
The game you've play d, my Kiddy, you re always | 
ſure to win; 


Firſt you 7s the ſhiners—the number n. 
ca 


1 I you a policy;I'a, not inſure your n neck! : 


| ub 10 tow, Fow, Ge. 


— 


„„ | 
The French, with trotters nimble, eould fly from 
| Engliſh blows, 


And they've got nimble daddles „ AS Monſieur plainly 


ſhews : 


Be thus the foes of Britain bang'd, aye, thump away 
Monkficur, 


The hemp you're beating now will make your ſoli- 
taire. 


nb my f, row, Te. 


M peepers, who've we W now ? why this 1s ſure 
. Black Moll, 


My ma' am, you're of the fair ſex, o welcome to } 
Mill Doll: 
The Cull with you who'd venture into 5 ſnoozing 
„„ pale 

| Like blackamoor Othello, thould put out the Hehe, l 
and then — 1 


With my toau, row, & 6. 


"0 think, my | flaſhy Coke as you take better 

care, { 
Not for a little bub come the ſlang vpou your fare: 

Four j Jazy pays the garniſh, unleſs the fees you wp, | 

The pool re a flaſhy Coachman, here the Gagger | i 

| holds the wy > . 


* 


* th my eng row, E 

| CHORUS. | | 
We re e we're Pads, we're Divers, " 3 | 
In Tell ” deep walk, like lambs we 7 


10 3 4 n 9 


3 _— — 


„„ 

Ratling up our Darbies, we're ever at your call, 
Vou are Jigger Dubber here, and we're forc'd for to 
| Mill Doll. | 


„„ With our 10 row, e. 


hy OUR 


* 
. 7 - 
9 * i 


"8. 0'M. 6. 
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 GALLOPING: DREARY Dux. 


: Seng by Mr. Ren 15 * Cafe of Andaluſia. 
12 . „r. 
| Mater Lare ſl Fam his 1 man, 
| Galloping dreary dun; ; | 
And he'll get a wife as faſt as he can, 
| With a haily, 1 
Gally, . $64 
Gambo raily, 
Siggling, 


Niggling, | 
| Galloping galloway, draggle-tail creary dun, 


1 faddled his feed ſo fine and ſo 9 
| Galloping dreary dun; | 
A n "my: mule, an we rode away. 


Ld our e &c 3 
We canter'd along until 3 it grew „ dark, fy S 
Galloping dreary dunn; hs 


2 nightingal ſung inſtead of the lik 


* ; t her 5 Sc. 8 


| [ 85 3 WW 
We. met with a Friar and aſk'd him our way, N 
[ Galloping dreary dun; | 
wa the Lord, ſays t e Friar, you are both aſtray. + 
rhe Bork Vu your hail, Se. | 
Our j journey, I fear will do us no good, | 
, _ Galloping dreary dun; | 
We wander alone like the babes i' the wood. ; 1 
5 With our haily, S. e. 
| My maſter's a fighting, and I'll take a pep: i 
. +». Galloping dreary dun; ; | 
But now I think GOIN e en go to ſleep. I 
; With my Daily, 6 ' 
— 9 — — | 

A $A1LOR'S one [ 
| | Sung by Mr. Bannifter. N 
| \OME buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 1 a | 1 
. And let us merry be; „„ 3 
Oi.ur can is full, we'll pump it out, 0M 
"00 then all hands to ſea, _ : 
| —_ a 4 de u £0. i ö 
Fine Miss at dancing bent 18 R's I e ö „ | 
The minuet to tread: „ 4 
But we go better when we ve brought 1 
The tore-tack ta cat head. = x 
And a Ak: Se. f 


4 90 1 
The jockey's call'd to horſe, to horſe, . 
And ſwiftly rides the race; : 

Dut ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, 


When we are giving chace. 


When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
His pack the huntſman cheers; 
As loud we hollow, when we ſend | 
A — to — „ | 
wa 4 ſailing, Se. 


0 The What's 8 at uproar Jam 
With muſic fine and ſoft ; | | 
But better ſounds our boatſwain's a 1 ik 


_ hands, all hands aloft. 


i & .d i 


With gold and filver freamer' $ fine, 
The ladies rigging ſhew; | 
Bat Engliſh Ships more grander thine, 2 

When prizes home we tow. 


Eh a failing, We. 


— 


What $ got at ſea we hid on ſhore, | 
With ſweethearts or our wives; 
And then, my-boys, hoiſt ſail for more, 


"TOW pals wo wy lives. - 
And a «failing, 2 e. 


- 
o 


And a PAY G.. 


S O N G. 
RULE BRITANNIA. 


HEN Britain firſt, at Heav'ns 8 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 

Aroſe, &c. 

This was the charter, the charter of the "SY 
And guardian angels ſung this ain, 


Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the Mins. 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


'The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants 1 fall ; 
Muft, Kc. 


whit chou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt A6uriſh SH 


free, 


The dread and envy of them all. 


Still more ticks ſhalt thou riſe, . 


More dreadful from each foreign Wan - 
More, &c. 


As the loud blaſt, the blaſt that tears the Kies 6 
Serves but to root Oy" native oak, 
'Rule, Britannia, Ge. ca 


The 3 tyrants ne*er ſhall tame, : 
All their attempts to bend thee down ; 
All their, &c. 


Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 10 
1 e e Se 


wi 


Rule, Britamia, De. 


= ” 
* — 


L 


"EE $8]. 1 
To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities Mall with commerce ſhine ö | 
Thy cities, &c, © 
And thine ſhall be, ſhall be th ſubject main, 
— ev'ry _ it circles, thine. 
Rule, Res, & e. 


be RE , ill with, 8 found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt . ; 
Shall to, & c. 
| Bleſt Iſtle! with beauties, with matchleſs beanties. 
Ei crown'd, 


And manly hearts to guard the fair 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia Ret ho WW, aver, | 
For ' Britons never will be Haves. ; 


% , ; w > - 
” ; 1 
: Z 
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8 0 N . 
*THE- WANDERING. SAILOR, 
Sung by Mr. e 


HE wand'ring ſailor loughs the main. 
* A competence in life to gain, 
n 


daunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find, at laſt, content and eaſe; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native-ſhore. - 
| When winds blow hard; and mountains roll, 
Th nas thunders ſhake from robe d to Lena, i . 


= 


- tk. a 


E 
Tho' dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, n 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home: 

In hopes, when toil and danger's @' er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. | 


When Tound the band, the jovial crew, 

The early ſcenes of youth renew ; Kos 
Tho each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 

This is the univerſal toaſt— _ 

May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 

Caſt anchor on our native ſhore. | 


— 


- — 


S.Q N G. 
THE DUSKY NIGHT, 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy. 
HE duty night rides down the , 
And uſhers in the morn; ; 
The hounds all join in jovial cry, 


The huntſman winds his horn. 
5 . a hunting we will go, Ee. "2 


The wife around her husband throws, 
Her arms to make him Ray ; 
My dear, it rains, it hails, it ſnows, : 


You cannot hunt to-day. 
p et a hath, & 6. 6 


* 
ö — 


if. 94 3 
Away they fly -to- (cape the rout, 
| Their ſteeds they ſoundly fwitch  . 
Some are thrown in, ſome are thrown out, 
And — 1 in the ditch. 
7 et 4 hunting, & ang | 


| At laſt from 3 to faintneſs worn, | 


Poor e ceaſes flight: 
Then, weary, homeward we return, 


And der way the night. b E 
5 4 4 a rning Se. 


TRE GENERAL TOAST, 


4 Sung in the School = Scandal. 


ER E's to 9 K of baſhful fifteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; . 
Here s to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 
a Let the toaſt paſs,, -- 

| Drink to the laſs, fi 

1 warrant ſhe'll one an Excuſe 15 the glaſs. | 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we Wie, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, fir; _ 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, ; - 
And here's to her that's but one, fir; - '. 5 
: * the 1 — &c. | 


* A 


> © "Wy 
Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, DV 


And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here's to the girl that is merry. 
L Let the toaſt paſs, &. 1 
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Let her be clumſy or let her be ſlim, | 
_ Young or ancient I care not a feather; _ 
So fill the pint bumper quite up te the brim, 
And een let us toaſt them together. | 
eu Let the toaſt paſs, 8 6 ef 
Drink to the laſs, | 
I'll warrant ſhe'II prove an excuſe for the glaſs, | 


A SOLBIER'S SONG, f 
II E comes, he comes, the hero comes, c 
33 Sound, found the trumpet, beat, beat the © | 


| 2 drum; 
A From port to port let canons roar. 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore. 


Prepare prepare, your ſongs pr are, 

Loud, loudly rend the echoing 417 : s 
From pole to pole your joys reſound, 

Fer virtue's his, with glory crown'd, 


1 
3 

l 
. 

1 

& 
1 
A | 
g \ 
\| 
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. er, vs. OT e . 


OME, cheer up my lads, is & to glory, we 
ſteer, 3 
To add ſomething new to'this wonderful year; 
Jo honour we call you, not preſs you like Daves, 
Fox * are 0 2 as the ſons of * waves. > 
3 e * u. % 
l | emornus,” | LEE 


”* 


Fearts of ws are bur flip, er ei are our men, ; 
| We always are ready, 


Steady, boys, fkeady; _ 
Well fe and we'll La is again 5 again. | 


We ne'er ſee. our foes but we wille them to ſtay; 
They never ſee us but they wiſh us away: 
If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore, 
For af they Kr” fight 1 us, we * Eanyot do. more. 


| They ſwear they'll N us, theſe terrible "RY 
* They ll frighten our women, our children and beaus; 
But ſhould their flat-bortoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they 'II find 8 cm them aſhore. 


Well fill make them run, and well ill make them 


— ſweat," | 
2 11 ſpite of the Devil, or Bruſſel's gazette: Be. 
8 5 Then cheer up, my lads, with ane voice Pri us . 
E x Our IG our (atlas Hur PRI, ES. . 


— p EI E mm 


